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The river behind him made at this point, as it tumbled
over the old millstones, a considerable noise, but
Mrs. Murphy noticed at once that the old man had
an excellent voice, sweet and piercing.

' Why, it's the parson from St. James's! ' Mrs.
M'Canlis said.

The two ladies stood there listening, and, very
shortly, they were joined by one or two more. Two
young men stopped; two boys with a puppy on the
end of a string; an old woman with a paper bag;
two old men.

It seemed to be a matter of indifference to
Marlowe whether he had an audience or no. The
street lamp outside the little row of houses known as
Canute's Row threw a light on him that was bene-
ficent and kindly. Even the puppy sat down on its
haunches and stared around as though it were settled
there for the evening. The air was cold and damp,
and Mrs. Murphy murmured, * 'E'll be catching his
death if 'e isn't careful.'

* And it doesn't matter, dear friends, whether we
wish it or no. We can no more change the conditions
than we can alter the course of the stars. God's
there, however we behave. I have myself been
struggling against Him for the last year and more,
and you really wouldn't believe how patient He's
been, Struggling's no good. You may do without
Him till you die, but that won't help you.' He shook
his head, thrust his hand through his hair and went
on very confidentially. * All this hatred is no good.
People have gone on fighting for hundreds of years,
and really it's very childish. It's quite time we grew
up and realized that we had better love one another.
Because that's what it will come to in the end. God